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Presenting Some Evidence That Even 
the Shrewd May Be Fleeced Sometimes 
by the Professional Sure-Thing Man 







BY COURTNEY RYLEY COOPER 
Who Takes Us Behind the 
Scenes at the Circus 


A CHORUS girl had named him. 

She didn't know him, except 
an the man who signed the 
pay voucher; hut then <hat’» 
% great deal. He didn't look like the 
name, didn't act like it, wasn’t a 
papa; dressed in the quiet, hualness- 
like style which Is suppoaed to be 
entirely foreign to circus snifters, 
and at time* could he exceedingly 
your. To wit, alighting from hi* pri¬ 
vate oar and standing a moment on 
the bottom step in contemplative dis¬ 
gust as he surveyed the railroad ap¬ 
proaches to the metropolis of Blue 
Ridge, Ohio, meanwhile waiting un¬ 
til Bart Kdwards, the fixer, should 
approach to a, very private conversa¬ 
tion 

The fixer was tall and well built 
and dressed in a manner which gave 
the Impression that he might own a 
circus. Ills Job consisted of the task 
«»f persuading city councils to admit 
that when a man tries to get some¬ 
thing for nothing and lose?, he tn 
reality Is net gambling. It also In¬ 
cluded the vocation of inducing Jus¬ 
tices of the peace t*» take a one-day 
vacation on circus dates, buying new 
hats for sheriffs, accepting liability 
in attachment suits, restoring lost, 
buwllr.g children to wild-eyed moth¬ 
ers; reducing license fees, settling the 
damages of the in evitable runaway 
and other duties demanding the pres¬ 
ence of some one conspicuous, some 
me who could be pointed out, found 
it any moment, easily identified and 
of u type distinctive. 

Sweetie Papa looked as if he might 
run a respectable neighborhood cash 
and carry or own a last year's auto¬ 
mobile. Ills eyes were mild and blue 
i.nd retreating In their gaze; his man¬ 
ner was Innately apologetic; his 
clothing of that cut which tailora 
make for men who have ceased look¬ 
ing for Jobs. Sweetie Papa owned 
the show and he owned Bart Ed¬ 
wards. And more, he owned the 
brains which allowed a grafting or¬ 
ganisation. carrying all those mild 
iducatlonal devices such as the "big 
Joint,” the old, familiar, three shells. 
Ihc "Cologne Joint" with it* "capital 
cash county advertising prize," the 
'knock-down pin*,” the faro box. 
•’O’Leary’s Belt," and a number of 
other "stores" of Inconspicuous but 
highly lucrative return*, to operate 
:»s a family circus, with an excellent 
wme for truth, quietude, uprightness 
and satisfying performance. Sweetie 
Papa's circus was all that one could 
citslre from a point of morality, 
cleanliness and safety for the casual 
observer. But for the man whose 
blood ran red hot and who thought 
he knew more about a roulette wheel 
than the fellow who only that morn¬ 
ing had tested the batteries—well, 
that was a different matter. All of 
which had a bearing upon the lugu¬ 
brious expression of Fixer Bart as he 
cams forward and grasped at the 
brart* rail of the private car steps. 

•Thought I'd hetter tip off Three 
Card Monte to tell the crowd at the 
lot to stay under cover unless you 
passed ’em the he began. "You 

had the dope." 

* 4 W * 

S WEETIE PAPA studied an iri¬ 
descent ray from the diamond on 
his left hand, with mild, harassed 

eyes. 

"Didn’t even try to fix. huh?" 

"Me? No, I laid off like a section 
hand on a holiday. It’s his town, all 
right." 

"Blackbird’®?” 

"Yep. Owns the biggest bank, the 
livery stable, two garages, the city 
council and the police department, 
three farms Just outside town, con¬ 
trols tha politics and-" 

"All on my money!" said Sweetie 
Papa. "How is he as a person these 
days?" 

"Tlghter'n a warped window.” 
"Same old Blackbird, then?" 
"Worse. Lends money at 10 per 
cent interest and sits up all night to 
foreclose the mortgage. Got more 
grafts around town than a fish has 
eggs. If we’d ever start the privi¬ 
leges here, we’d pay out more in petty 
squawks and shakedowns than we ve 
taken in for the whole seaeon. I 
didn’t even try to cut the license. I’ve 
rented lots on all four sides af us so 
some bird can’t sashy in with an at¬ 
tachment suit because we walked over 
the ground. Blackbird’d be behind it. 
framing the whole thing up on a fifty- 
fifty basis. We’re in a bad baby, this 
town, and I’m Ikying low and saying 
nothing. O. K.?" 

"Bure. Get back to the lot and tell 
The gang to keep all the stores closed 
-•unless I pass the word." 

Sweetie Papa turned back into his 
private car to an hour’s dictation on 
routine circus business, then slowly 
cade hla way through the railroad 
yards to the streets which led to the 
downtown dls'rlct. 

There, a demure. Inconsequential 
figure in the midst of the gathering 
parade crowd, he stood for a long 
time on the main corner, studying 
with a mild, interested gaze, the let¬ 
tering which proclaimed Blue P.ldge's 
.nost Important bank, and, almost 
boyishly, watching the busy activi¬ 
ties of the glass-inclosed money cen¬ 
ter, at last to turn at a pinch on his 
arm. It was Bart Edwards, the lixer. 

"Here's a funny hunch!" came ex¬ 
citedly. "They've cut the reader!" 
"Cut it? How?" 

'Can’t prove it by me. All I know 
is that about a half hour ago the 
license clerk comes buzzing out to the 
lot and looked me up. Asked me If 
I’d go down to the city hall with him 
for a minute. When I got there he 
hands me back a century note and 
tells m«* that a good friend of ours 
in town hero had pointed out the fact 
that a circus right at this time was 
a wonderful advantage to the mer¬ 
chants In getting the folks Into town 
and that there ought to be a rebate 
en the license.” 

Sweetie Papa's eyes twinkled. 
"Wonder If Blackbird's framing to 
take us off our guard, 00 he can hand 
out a wallop like an ostrich's kick." 

"And the out In the license ain't 
all." 

"No?" 

"You said It I’m busting out of the 
city hall when I run into the chief of 
police. He takes ms off to one side 
and asks me If I’ve got any stores 
with the shew. 1 stalled like 1 didn’t 
knew what he was talking about. 
Then he came out flatfooted and 
ftafca* me If we didn't carry a little 
gamMtng." 


tf jo MUk m-Mw*-** a 


behind at the Inst town. But he keep* ' 
j on. Tell* me that he understands we I 
| run a clean circus, without any hang- j 
ern-on, or gyp artists, bum fortune- I 
telling nets and kooteh shows. Says 
that under those circumstances, if 
somebody who could afford to lose 
hie money wanted to play at a few 
little Innocent games of chance, he ' 
didn’t «ee anything wrong about it. if I 
they were kept well under cover. 

"You didn’t fall?" Bvreetle Papa’s J 
mild eyes grew suddenly brilliant. 

"Not me. I stalled him off without j 
giving him any answer at all.” 

"Let’s see. how long ago was it 1 
Blackbird trimmed me in Salt Lake?" 

"hltghteen years. Sweetie." 

"And he quit his wife and the show 
business the next week, didn’t lie?" 

"Yeh— with your kale." 

"You don’t have to remind me of , 
that. Tlow long lias it been since ; 
there was a circus in Blue Ridge?" 

"Mix year* ” * 

Sweetie Papa stared far down the 
street to where the keen-noted bugles : 
were announcing the approach of the 
parade. 

"I've got a notion it*® Blackbird," 
came at last. "I'm going to beat it 
for the lot.” 

***** 

4 ND Sweet!** Papa beat it, there to : 
i\ flnd Thr*«-Cai>l Mont** swinging 
| toward him. 

"There’s a fellow around here look- i 
| ing for you. Says he's an old pal of 
yours." 

"So?” Sweetie raised his eyebrow®, j 
"Give h!s name?” 

"Jordan." 

| Sweetie's mild eyes lost their wor¬ 
ried look. 

| "Where is he?” 

"Over by the kid show , talking to | 
j Larry Gleed. Stalls that he's an old 
' showman." 

: Sweetie went forward then, toward 
[ the ballyhoo stand, and the big, 
black-appearing man whom he saw 
there. Then, ten feet away, he stop¬ 
ped. 

“Hello, Blackbird," came shortly. 
The big man turned and came bounc¬ 
ing toward him. 

"Jimmy!" he exclaimed, hand ex¬ 
tended. “Good to see you. honest it 
Is! Guess you heard about me fixing 
up the license for you? Huh?” 

"Yeh. What’s behind It?” Sweetie 
Papa had grasped the extneded hand 
limply, then dropped It. "How much 
Is It going to cost me?” 

"Cost you? For fixing up a little 
think like a license? Nothing? What’s 
the matter with you?” 

"Tightness of the pocketbook when 
you're concerned. Blackie.” 

Blackbird Jordan stood back and 
laughed. 

"You ain’t letting that little set-to I 
of ours eat on you. are you?” 

"Me? Oh no. There isn't anything 1 
left to eat. But I’m remembering it. 
Never thought I'd see you out here. 

I was ktnd of looking around for you 
down at fhe hank." 

"Were you in there?" 

"No.” Swettle said It mildly. 'T 
stayed outside. Kind of hated to go 
in where I could hear all those poor 
nickels and dimes howling for mercy. 
Got a long way on my money, didn't 
vou. Blackie?" Then he changed hla 
tactics. "It sure was swell of you to 
make that little offer through the 
chief of police.” 

"Thanks.” Blackbird accepted the 
gratitude calmly. "If you want any- i 
thing like that fixed up around here. 
I’ll look after It. I’m pretty well in 
the know here.” 

"Seems go. You always were. Out 
of the circus game for good, huh?” 

"Except for today. It gets in your | 
blood, don’t it?*' 

Blackbird's eyes glittered as he said 
it, and he stared about the circus lot, 
at the varl-colored marquee, where 
the roughnecks were placing In posi¬ 
tion the steel "gates.” preparatory to 
receiving the crowds of the after¬ 
noon; the flying pennants atop the 
center poles of the menagerie and the 
big top; the wagons, scattered about 
the lot; the deserted horse tents and 
dreasing tops, vacant now a* their oc¬ 
cupants trailed their way through the 
downtown streets as a part of the 
parade. There was a nervous fretful- 
neas In ^iie gas**, the half-cxcited 
bearing of a man who feels the tug 
of adventure, and knows that he Is 
anchored. At last he turned to look 
down Into the mildly scrutinizing 
eyes of Sweetie Papa, then, with a 
sudden effusiveness, reached out and 
banged his big hands on the smaller 
one's shoulders. 

"Sure feels good to be back on the 
lot, Jimmy! Sure feels good. And 

listen-" he looked carefully over 

hla shoulder, then bent close, "want 
to cut In on the big money?" 

"Nope.” Sweetie said it very quietly 
and very firmly. Blackbird stared. 

“But this Is the goods—'the real 
stuff. Honest! I’ve been waiting for 
you for ten days. I’ve got a live one." 

"Yeh. I heard you say that once 
before. It coat me 90,000 bucks. Let's 
change the subject. Whatever became 
of Lou?” 

“Lou? Lou who?" 

"Lou Jordan. Your wife.' 

"Oh," Blackbird grinned. ‘Hadn’t 
thought about her for years What 
made you ask?" 

"Nothing. Only 1 met the • k!«t a 
couple of weeks ago.” 

"My kid, you mean?” 

"She don’t admit It.” 

"No?" 

"Vh-huh." 

* * * * 

G/All. well," Blackbird shrugged his 

Vy shoulders as though to dis¬ 
miss the subject, "I guess that's nat¬ 
ural. She wasn't more'n three or four 
when me and Lou split Up, and, of 
course, Lou’d put a lot of 9tuff in her 
head. That's been pretty near twenty 
years ago. If ever a woman done a 
man dirt, Lou done It to me. Know 
what she wanted?" Blackbird became 
vehement. "Huh? Tried to stick me 
for fifty a month alimony for her and 
the kid. Yah, she did!" 

"What'd she get " 

"Nothing! I didn't give her noth¬ 
ing! That’e one reason why I pulled 
out of the show game—Just because 
she done me that way." 

"And." added 8wsetle Papa, "be¬ 
cause you trimmed me for 80,000 
bucks on a frame-up." 

"You ain’t »ore. are you?" 

"Mo? Oh, no, Tm not aore. But 
I’m not forgetting.” 

"And If I Should make it up to 
you, you'd even forget to remember, 
wouldn't your' 

"Sum'' r 



"THE FUNDS OF THE COMBINAT ION HAD FALLEN PERCEPTIBLY.’ 


"Then, listen. Thin sucker that 
I’va got in tow——” 

“T/ou was sure a swell little wom¬ 
an.” Sweetie Papa broke In. "She 
sure was, Blackie. The only trouble 
with you was that you didn't appre¬ 
ciate her. Now-" 

’’But who's talking about Lou? I 
ain’t. I don’t care nothing about her 
and I never did. What l was saying 

was that this sucker-" 

“That's Just it. Blackie, You never 
cared anything about her and you 
never appreciated her. Lou was sure 
too fine a woman to be hooked up 
with a grlfter like you—-one that'd 
even turn his friend for a piece of 
change.” 

“Who ever turned a friend?'* 

“Oh, I’m not mentioning any 
names. But it seems to me that 1 j 
remember a fellow like you coining , 
to me in Salt Lake and putting up 
Just the same sort of stall that 
you're trying to slip over today—all 
about a sucker that was willing to 
part with some r»*al money % If 1 
remember right. Just about thk time 
everything got to going good* there 
was a fight In front of the kldshow 
that somebody or other'd arrahged. 
and while I’m out straightening it 
up, somebody switched the cards In j 
the faro box. and I come back, to get ! 
trimmed for 30,000 bucks by this; 
poor, simple sucker .who’d been tout- i 
ed up to me as not knowing one 
card from another. And then—Just | 
correct me If I’m wrong—then this I 
good friend of mine that) I'd gotten ; 
out of Jail more times than once and \ 
talked my fool head off trying to j 
make him appreciate a good wife who | 
wanted to make a gentleman out or 
him. Instead of a petty laroony 
cheap skate—as I say. this good 
friend ups and trims his confeder¬ 
ate, oops the whole thirty thousand 
and blows town and the circus busi¬ 
ness and everything else. Of oourse. 
Blackie, I wouldn’t mention names 
for a million dollar®, but some way 
or other, when I met the kid the 
other day and she told me what a 
bum her father was, well, you know 
how it i®—a person always likes to 
have somebody else chiming in. with 
’em whfn they're telling their 
troubles." 

* * * * 

B lackbird Jordan swallowed— 

for lack of anything else to do. 
Then, for a moment, he beoame al¬ 
most interested in his offspring. 

“What kind of a looking Jane Is 
she, Jimmy?" 

“Who, the kid? She's grown now, 
you know, looks Just like her 
mother." 

"Honest?" 

"Sure. She's a fine girl. Jamco is. 
A pippin. Honest, I nover saw any¬ 
thing like It, Blackie—the way she 
takes after her mother. She ain't got 
a single trait of yours, Blaokie." 
"Humph!" * 

“Honest. You wouldn't think it 
now, would you? I was ®ure proud 
of her mother when I looked at her." 

The eyes of Blaokblnl Jordan nar¬ 
rowed. The Jibes had gotten beneath 
his skin. But ther® an armor met 
them, deflecting them, an armor 
built of anticipation, and the lines of 
:ing**r gave way to a grin. 

“Still the same old kidder. ain’t 
>ou, Jimmy? But let’s cut out this 
post-mortem stuff. Maybe I done you 
dirt. It always seemed to me It was 
straight and fair. A grlfter’s in the 
game to gyp other people and to 
keep ’em from gypping him. If he 
rails for a frame-up. that’s his own 
fault. ^ That’s the way I look at It. 
It’s just the name as this here finesse 
that they talk about in card games. 
That’s all it Is—Just finesse." 

"Good word, that finesse, whatever 
It means.” 

| "Well. It’s straight stuff, anyway. It 
means to get the other guy first—* 
and that’s always been ray watchword. 
I trimmed you and I trimmed you 
quick and pretty, and 1 had enough 
sense to pull out of the show game 
before you could rig up something on 
I me and trim me back again. That’s 
all. Seems to me you’d recognise 
genius and not go around all the reqjt 
of your life playing sorehead." 

"Who, me?” Sweetie Papa looked.up 
at Blaokblrd with childish blue eye®. 
[’Tm not playing the sorehead. I’m 
ijuet playing safe—that’s all. I don’t 
want to get trimmed again.” 

"But who>- - " 

"Aren't you Just trying to pull the 

gene eld racket on me? Aren’t yen 


spieling off a lot of* stuff about this 
soft-money sucker that you’ve* had In 
tow for the last ten days? And the 
funny part about it is that you should 
pick him up Just about the time I’m 
coming to town. Anyway, If he’s so 
soft, why cut rr.e in on the percent¬ 
age? Why not take it all yourself?" 

"That’s Just it! I’ve reamed him 
for three or four thousand playing 
poker and dime-a-polnt auction. But 
that's no money with this bird. I’m 
telling you. Jimmy, that he’s a live 
one. And he don’t know one card 
j from another. Fell into a fortune 
I about a month ago and now he’s try¬ 
ing to fall out of it. Honest, he’d 
tumble for the three shells.” 

"That’s nothing. A lot of ’em slip 
for that." 

"I know, but this ain’t a two-dollar 
play, and a blow off when the sucker 
[ loses his week’s wages. This is regu¬ 
lar game—he’s got fifty thousand 
bucks on deposit right down In my 
bank now—In cash! Get that? In 
cash! He calls it pocket money!" 
; Blackbird Jordan’s voice was a high. 
| excited whisper. "Fifty thousand 
bucks. I’m telling you! Roll that over 
your tongue once and see how It 
sounds!” 

But Sweetie Papa shook his head. 

"I know just exactly how it sounds. 
I heard it onoe before. The trouble 


that places were ready for the feed¬ 
ing of the hungry family of the cir¬ 
cus. Blackbird watched it, with the 
air of a man who has fever in his 
blood. Blackbird licked his lips, and 
Blackbird turned once more to 
Sweetie Papa. 

"Jimmy," he pleaded, "I know It 
don’t sound straight. I ain’t even 
going to argue that point with you. 
All I’m going to tell you is this. I’ve 
got a sucker, a real live sucker-" 

"That is. you think you've got a 
sucker. But you’re wrong. Blackie. 
I ain’t going to fall.” 

"Lemme finish with you? I’ve got 
a sucker and I’ll give you my word 
of honor that I'll play fair and square 
with you. What’s that worth?" 

"About 10 cents. Blackly You’ve 
given me your word of honor before.” 

"I'm willing (o back it with money." 

"Huh? What’s that?" Sweetie Papa 
straightened. "How much?” 

“Fifty-fifty on the risk and fifty- 
fifty on the winning®. There ain’t 
anything fairer than that, 1® there? 
We’re playing for a flfty-thousand- 
dollar* stake. We ll back fifty thou¬ 
sand buck® against It. I guess you'll 
have to believe me when I fork over 
$25.000 right Into your hands berfere 
we ever make a move, won't you?" 

“You’"’ Sweetie Papa stared. "You 
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*A CHORUS GIRL HAD NAMED HIM." 


with you, Blaokie, 1® that you don’t 
change your act. You pulled pretty 
near that same stuff on me the day 
you made that thirty-thousand-buck 
clean-up. The guy had all the money 
in the world and all we had to do 
was to play him a little faro. Then 
you switched the card® and you 
walked away—with my money! It 
don’t go. Blackie. It don’t ro’” 


F AR aw ay, aoro®» the lot. the first 
shining figures of the parade 
made their appearanoe as the sleek 
| horses and velvet-coated riders turn¬ 
ed from the street and began the 
disintegration of the spectacle. 
Shunted forward by shouting "bult- 
temlei-sth® "working" elephant® 
hurried out of their plac® In the pro¬ 
cession. to be relieved of their hou- 
dalis and equipped with their rope 
harnes®, that they might drag the 
animal den® Into the menagerie, pull 
the tableau property waggon® Into 
their place® adjaoent to the padroom 
and assist generally In "spotting" the 
parade paraphernalia for its partici¬ 
pation In the performance® of the aft¬ 
ernoon and night. The equestriennes 
dropped from their "roslnbaoks" and 
traveled for the dressing tsnt. From 
the cookhouse oame the olanglng or 
the triangle announcing luncheon, and 
the raising ef the flag, wfatob told 


give me real money to hold as an ace 
In the hole?" 

"You’ve said it." 

"And you’re—gosh, Blackie. what’s 
come over you?*; 

"Didn't I tell you I had a sucker? 
Didn't I say I was willing to go fifty- 
fifty with you on it? What say? 
Your word sticks, Jimmy—even If you 
say mine doesn't. What say? Is it a 
go? If It is, they’ll bo a messenger 
hers with the money Inside half an 
hour and I’ll show up with the boob 
thirty minutes later. I’m telling you, 
Jimmy, he’s ripe! It'd be a shame 
not to pick him. honest It would. 
What say, huh?" 

"Suppose I run away with that 
twenty-five thou?" 

"You won't" 

"No. That’s juet what makes me 
•ore about It. If it was you, you'd 
be studying timetables already." 

"Can’t you let bygones be bygones, 
Jimmy? What say?" 

"Trot out the money." and the 
Blackbird loped away. 

A hair hour later, a hurrying bank 
messenger Bought out Sweetie Papa 
on the circus lot and the little show- 
owner signed a receipt And thirty 
minute# after that Sweetie Papa, 
fingering a roll whloh contained $86,- 
00$ ef Blackbird's meaty, turned 
quickly toward Three Card Meats as 


he saw two figures approaching. 

"All right, Monte. Start ’em up." 

* * * ♦ 

T HREE CARD faded past the bally¬ 
hoo stand. The figures came 
closer. Blackbird Jordan pointing out 
the banners behind the ticket sellers 
and going through all the set formu¬ 
las of the regulation gambling cap¬ 
per, while beside him a flashily dress¬ 
ed young man talked in animated, 
know-lt-all style, and allowed him¬ 
self to b* led onward. Sweetie Papa 
ducked Into the sideshow, scooted 
around the minstrel show, dived un¬ 
der a piece of sidewall, and then, 
while Three Card Monte, with two 
other ehilllbers, or cappers, beside 
him. moved forward, took his place 
at the "knock-down pine," and began 
a droning conversation. 

"I’m here to lose, you’re here to 
win. Easy to play, nothing to learn, 
nothing to deceive. Knock down the 
little pins, boys, and count ’em up. 
Every winning number brings you 
five to one. Five for one, everybody. 
You lose little and win big—knock 
’em down, boys, knock ’em down." 

Saying which, he knocked down the 
pins, ‘Counted the numbers of the 
painted squares Into which their 
heads fell, then with a pull on a lever 
set the pins up again. 

"Every time they’re knocked down 
somebody wins!" came his droning 
voice again. "Here you are—try your 
luck—try your luck!" 

Three-Card Monte drew a bill from 
his pocket and placed It on the board. 
Blackbird Jordan and the flashily 
dressed young man had just come 
under the sidewall. Sweetie Papa 
looked Inquiringly around. 

"Anybody else now? Odd numbers 
pay you double, even numbers three 
for one, and you can have five num¬ 
bers. What's fairer, what's easier, 
what's simpler? Lay your bets, gen¬ 
tlemen, lay your bets." 

One after the other the shlllibers 
placed their money on the table. The 
pins were knocked down. In stream¬ 
ing sequence. Sweetie counted: 

"Sixteen — eighteen — forty-three — 
fifty-nine—sixty-one! Sixty-one and 
odd The odd wins. Who bet on the 
odd—-oh, yes, right here." 

"And I had slxty-one!" 

"Slxty-one pays!" Sweetie Papa 
passed out the money. "Slxty-one wins 
and--" 

"Ever play for real money?" 
Sweetie Fapa looked up sharply. The 
questioner was the flashy young man, 
and he was reaching into a pocket. 
The circus owner stared. 

"Depends what you call real money?” 
"I've got a hundred that says I can 
gueea ’em." 

'Tv# got more than that to say you 
can’t. Put up!" 

"How about flvo hundred, as a 
teaser?" 

"Just at you please.” 

"And four hundred more to make it 
a thousand7" 

"It’s your gamel” 

"Knock 'em down!" The young man 
had placed his bets on the table. A 
sweep of the arm and Sweetie had 
flattened the pins. Again he started 
| to count: 

I “Five—nine—’ 

"Forty-three. I win! 


T HE addition had come almost be¬ 
fore Sweetie could look at the 
squares Into which the pins had 
fallen. He stared suddenly at Black¬ 
bird Jordan and gasped. It Is part of 
the pm game to outcount the sucker, 
to add up the numbers so swiftly that 
he has no ohanoe to see whether the 
gamekeeper I® right or wrong, then to 
•weep the pins back Into posttion be¬ 
fore the total can be verified. But this 
time the stranger had done the out- 
counting, even before ftweetle Papa 
had gotten a good start! What was 
more, the stranger had been correct. 
Sweetie Papa paid, and Swestle Papa 
watched the placing of another bet. 
Then, quite deliberately, he knocked 
the pins Into the section of the board 
having the largest' numbers of all. 
And again he had begun to count: 
"Fourteen—twenty-eight— 
"Ninety-four!"' had come the la¬ 
conic Interruption. "Pay me." 

Again Sweetie Papa looked at the 
gulping Blackbird, and there was 
venom in his glance. The grafter ran 
a finger under his collar and moved 
hastily forward. 

"I don't Hite this game.** he burst 
out "Let*® -P 


"But I do,” came ijrorn the flashy 
young man. "I like It a lot. I’m five 
thousand to the good." 

"I know-*—but you're liable to be 
five thousand to the bad In a minute 
If you keep it up. Can't you eeo he’s 
leading you on?" Blaokblrd con¬ 
fided In a whisper. "Let’s try some¬ 
thing different." Then aloud: "Ain’t 
you got anything else?" 

"We strive to please," droned 
Sweetie Papa, meanwhile boring a 
couple of holes through Blackbird 
Jordan with his unusually mild eyes, 
and incidentally drawing three little 
English walnut sheila from a pocket. 
"I have here the old reliable finders- 
keepers. You will observe the three 
little shells and tho little pea. Now, 
by a simple twist'of tho wrist, we 
change the position-*-’’ 

But the talk counted for little. The 
action was far more important. When 
they led the flashily dressed young 
man away from the three-shell game 
the funds of the Blackbird-Sweetie 
Papa combination had fallen per¬ 
ceptibly and Sweetie Papa’s eye® 
were speaking encyclopedias In the 
direction of Blackbird Jordan, who 
pretended not to see. They went on 
to the dropCase. with an actual five 
minutes of slight reconstruction of 
the partnership roll. Then the flashy 
young man decided to plunge. And 
about the same time he began to win. 
Desperately Sweetie Tapa turned the 
conversation to a new game aiiu a 
new chance at victory—and made a 
mistake. 

For again It was one of those 
amusing devices where the sucker 
bets his money on the little squares 
of a big table and awaits the count¬ 
ing of ten dice a® they are thrown 
from the box. under ordinary circum¬ 
stances, to be led on by the du¬ 
plicitous counting of the game- 
keeper to "star numbers." on which 
he neither wins nor loses, but sim¬ 
ply doubles his bet, to the "corne¬ 
ous" and other devices which in¬ 
veigle his wealth, bit by bit, upon 
the table, and Fate turns down her 
thumbs in accordance with the quick 
count of the man behind the game. 
But this rime there was something 
■wrong. The flashy young man laid 
out his money, placed his bets, cut- 
counted the fast-counting Sweetie 
Papa, swept the dice aside before 
the show owner could verify the ad¬ 
dition, and claimed Ms winnings. 
Neither Blackbird nor Sweetie Papa 
spoke. One of them, at least, was 
past speaking. The other showed 
plainly that silence on the part of 
Sweetie Papa was all that he de¬ 
sired. Again the conversation led 
in Aie direction of another game, and 
the only safe one of all. the cologne 
Joint. 

Hastily Sweetie Papa explained it. 
Quite casually he announced the fact 
that the "biggest ever railroad 
shows’* now was exploiting the vir¬ 
tues of the red rose perfume, toilet 
waters and dressing tabic luxuries, 
alloting to each and every county a 
capital cash county advertising prize. 
All for a trifling sum It would be 
possible to obtain for this county 
and district the advertising possibili¬ 
ties and exclusive agency of the red 
rose perfume simply through exer¬ 
cising a small amount of perspicacity 
and acumen. Hero was a little box. 
Would the tall gentleman hold it? 
Now, for $100. a despicable sum when 
compared to the grand total, the 
flashy gentleman might havo one 
guess to win the capital cash county 
advertizing prise of $5,000 and the 
exclusive agency in this territory 
and district of the red rose perfume. 

In this little box were the twenty- 
six letters of the alphabet. All ex¬ 
cept one were turned with their faces 
to the rear of the box. Could the 
young gentleman gue.ts that one let¬ 
ter? The $5,000 capital cash county 
advertising prize depended upon it 
—$5,000 for $100, $10,000 for $200, 
$15,000 for $300 and bo on in pro¬ 
portion. What would the gentleman 
prefer? 

♦ * * * 

I T was then that Sweetie Pape, 
turned away for Juet a moment 

_the old, old stall of the cologne 

Joint game. In that moment. In that 
turnaway, lay the game, lay the lure 
of wealth for the sucker and the cer¬ 
tainty of gain for the gamekeeper. It 
was tho old reliable. And os he 
turned. Sweetie Papa allowed his eyes 
to go serene for the first time that 
afternoon. 

For there was object in that 
"turnaway." In that second the game 
was to be played and won—by the 
gumek^eper and hla confederate. In 
that second. Blackbird, acting as the 
capper, would open the box for Just 
an Instant, raise the fateful card Just 
far enough for the sucker to mistake 
the letter R for a letter P, or a Q for 
a letter O, or perhaps an E for an F. 
In that moment there should come 
into . the flashy person’s soul the 
yearning for vast wealth and a de¬ 
sire to bet many dollars at the rate 
of $5,000 return for every hundred 
Invested. And as Sweetie Papa 
called some imaginary Instruction to 
an Imaginary canvaeman on tho other 
side of the little sidewall, h* heard 
a slight rustling which told him that 
the "peek" was in progress. He re¬ 
turned to the table. Just In time to 
see the flashy young man covering 
the apparent excitement of Blackbird 
Jordan as he closed the box. 

"Make your bets." he drawled, "one 
hundred gets you live thousand, two 
! hundred gets you ten, three hun¬ 
dred-•" 

"Guess I’ll go the limit," came la¬ 
conically. "I think I know that let¬ 
ter." 

"So? What's the bet." 

"One thousand to get me twenty." 
"Huh?" Sweetie Papa loaned for¬ 
ward a* though he did not under¬ 
stand. Blackbird Jordan seemed to 
gulp and suddenly find something to 
hold his attention at the top of the 
tent. The young man repeated: 

'Tm betting a thousand I can guess 
that letter—and If you don’t mind, 
Just put your twenty thousand on 
the table." 

"Again!" snapped Sweetie Papa as 
he looked at Blackbird Jordan. The 
young man stared. 

"What's all that?" 

"Noth—nothing at all. What’d you 
say the bet was?" 

"One thousand that I can guess the 
letter. Is this a straight game or 
Isn’t It!" 

"Bees—bees—bees!" groaned Sweetie 
Papa. 

"Ia that a signal?" The young man 
straightened belligerently. “There 


better not be any crooked worj- 
about this—" 

"If there’® any crooked work, son, 
it’® done already and you aren’t the 
sufferer," snapped Sweetie Papa. "It’s 
a hard game, young man. Better quit 
winner while you are winner. Bet 

ter- *• * * 

"Are you going to play or are:, 
you? I’m not hedging, am I? There’'- 1 
my money." 

"I soo it." 

"But I don’t see your?* 

♦ * * * 

O NCE more Sweetie papa gi*rea 
at Blackbird Jordan, without a 
response. Then he dragged forth the 
money and counted It out on tho 
table. Following which he reached 
for the box and started to fumbl' 
with It. But & strong hand stopped 
him. 

Nothing doing! Don’t you juggle 
those cards—hear me? Don’t you 
even start to JuggK ’em. Either this 
thing ® going to bt on the square 
or there’ll be the worst rumpus that 
you ever stuck your nose in. There’s 
police In this town!" 

"And he owns the city council.* 
quoted Sweetie Papa. -And the po¬ 
lice. And he controls the politic- 
and—bees—bees—bees!" 

Blackbird turned, with his tongur 
hanging between hi® lip*?. The flash? 
young man stared at him. 

"I don’t get that 'bees’ signal. If 

you two are in cahoote-" 

"If we were, we ain’t," broke !r 
Sweetie Papa. Then he tapped the 
card face down on the table. "What's 
your guess. Make It snappy and ge» 
the agony over. Name the letter or 
this card?*' 

The flashy young man grinned ana 
reached for the money. Then h* 
started out of the tent. 

"Look at It yourself." he called over 
hi® shoulder, "It’s tho dear old letter 
•R.’ *' 

Sweetie Papa did not even turn 1 
over the card until the stranger had 
passed beyond the sidewalk Thor, 
hie lip® grim, he whirled to the 
sweating Blackbird. 

"8o you pulled It again, huhf* 

"Me? I never-** 

"Oh, of course not! You never dto 
anything worse than murder. Oh* no! 
,You and your sucker waiting to be 
trimmed! Well, when do you meet 
him?" 

"Honest Jimmy-— J* 

’Shut up!" Sweetie Papa Truppnft 
tho oard face up on the table and 
disclosed a gleaming letter "R!" 
"didn’t even have to look at It—I 
knew. Didn’t I put It in there? Yeh, 
you had a sucker all right— but he 
wasn’t that guy. Ho was me—the 
same old sucker who thought you’d 
be honest for once in your life. You 
wouldn't do nothing worse than mur 
dor your grandmother, you wouldn’t.' 

"That’s It. Bawl me out!" Black 
bird was becoming vehement himself 
"How do I make anything out of It*' 
How-” 

"He’s got $25,000 of my money 
hasn’t he? Flfty-flfty, that make 1 - 
$12,500 for you! Quit your kidding 
Blackie. I thought you could b* 
decent for once. Now, lemme tell 
you something You’re the boss In 
this town, and you’re a big guy. And 
I’m little, but I've got 200 of the 
roughest roughnecks that ever swunp 
& tent stake. Get that? What’s more 
I haven’t liked the looks of this vil¬ 
lage from the time I saw it this 
morning. So either you get out your 
checkbook and you write me a piec* 
of paper for 25.000 bean®, or HI yel! 
‘Hey Rube.' Get that? And if I ever 
yell it. I’ll take a $100,0»>0 worth of 
satisfaction out of your hide before 
the police ever get here—and don’t 
you forget it. Hear me? Get ou* A 
that checkbook!’’ 

"But-” 

"One minute to get out that check¬ 
book and start writing!" Out can.* 
Sweetie Papa's watch. The oapprrr 
moved to the entrances of the side¬ 
wall, as though to shut off exit 
Blackbird Jordan looked about hlrr 
in sudden fear. 

"LlPten, Jimmy—you wouldn’t do a: 

old pal a trick like that-’’ 

“Thirty seconds. And while I’m at 
it. I’ll see that you get a couple of 
bumps for Lou. She’d appreciate it * 

"But Jimmie, honest-’ 

"Ten seconds!" 

And out came Blackbird's check 
book. Two minutes more and puffing 
and sweating, he passed out of the 
tent. Sweetie Papa cocked his head 
"Trail him," he signaled to Thro* 
Card Monte. The capper obeyed, to 
return fifteen minutes later, hie 
mouth drawn low at one corner. 

"Went straight to a drugstore arc 
into the telephone booth. I took the 
one next to him—and heard throug! 
the partition. Called up the bank 
and stopped payment on that check. 

"So?" Sweetie Papa raised his eye- 
brow®. Then, carefully stuffing th-* 
worthless sheet of paper Into hlr 
pooket, he moved for the sidewall 
"All stores closed!” he ordered. "Noth 
Ing doing on the grirt until we’r* 
out of this burg. And if anybody 
asks for me tonight I’m not on th* 
lot ” 

* * * * 

X1THICII he wasn’t Instead. Swceti* 
W Papa that night was In his pri 
vate car, dictating a letter to Kit 
Lewis, his stenographer. At last th* 
thumping of the typewriter finished 
he grasped the first draft, read It, anti 
leaned back In hi® chair. 

"Charllel" ho called, and a voice 
answered from th® first stateroom 
down the little hall. "See how thlp 
sounds. Just finished that letter t« • 
Blackbird. Listening?” 

"Yes, Mr. Perry." 

"All right; here goes: ‘My De*. 
Blackbird: I am returning you vl* 
thte letter the bum check which you 
gave me this afternoon in the eld* 
show. I knew you’d stop payment or. 
it before I ever could get to a bank 
but I just wanted to see you gr> 
through the agony of writing it out 
"I want to congratulate you on 
making your daughter such a hand¬ 
some Wedding present. It Isn’t over: 
girl that starts out ltt life with 
twenty-five thousand to go on. TMf 
is by way of telling you that the 
twehty-flvc thousand you lost toda^ 
goes to start -your daughter on the 
matrimonial Seas, and I sure want tc 
tell you how fine and manly I think 
It Is for you to come through in thl? 
magnificent spirit. And I might a* 
well tell you that the sucker you’ve 
been entertalhlng for the last ten 
days or so Isn’t a sucker at all. He ’* J 
('Continued on Seventh Page ) 














































